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Justice Aisha Roar sat on her favourite cold, damp and sticky wooden bar stool in the messy Public House just off Main Street in the heart of the criminal underworld. The light was dark, scary and criminally good just how she liked it and the pub was thankfully filled with her favourite people tonight.

She sat towards the back like she always did and she pressed her black-armoured back against the sticky wooden walls that stunk of cheap alcohol, sex and sweat, just like how a good pub should smell. There were a few floating orbs of light swimming around against the dirty black ceiling providing just enough light, but it wasn’t like anyone here actually wanted to see anyone’s faces.

Everyone here was just here to drink, be merry and maybe have some random sex because it just felt good in the moment.

Aisha had always loved her time here and the constant background noise of people talking, laughing and shouting made her thinly smile. It was always great to be here after a long day of hunting down criminals and killing them because that was the law, but she always loved a good drink even more.

There was a brand-new wooden stage up at the front of the pub which Aisha really didn’t like, because there was some hip-pop rubbish band from Earth playing there. 

Aisha really didn’t know what crime those fools had committed to end up in some junk bar like this one. The musicians were good, damn good so Aisha just couldn’t understand whatsoever why these people wanted to play here.

They could easily get thousands of Rexes and then even more through tips if they played in the Spires, where the posh people lived. So maybe their crime was just stupidity and Aisha was half tempted to donate some of her money to them but she had already met her personal monthly quota of charity giving.

And she wouldn’t want to get a foul reputation as a do-gooder. She actually shuddered at the very idea.

A cute young couple walked past her table, the woman looked okay wearing a very short black skirt, and the young man looked stunning in his tight jeans, shirt and boots. Hopefully both of them were in for a lucky night tonight, but Aisha was still alone.

Most of the Justices on the planet preferred to be alone because it was what their job required, each Justice was a law onto themselves and no one except the Glorious Rex himself on Earth could ever challenge their judgement.

It didn’t make dating easy, it certainly made having a family impossible but Aisha still loved her job. It was her small way of helping to make the Imperium a better place with less freaks, criminals and alien scum in it.

“Lady Justice,” a man said coming over to the table.

Aisha rolled her eyes. As much as she loved helping people, donating secretly to charities and making the Imperium a safer place, everyone knew never to disturb a Justice when they were drinking.

There might not have been a lot of social activity in the Imperium outside of work, watching fights and gambling, but drinking was a sacred activity of the Justices.

“I was hoping to have a moment of your time in exchange for this,” the man said.

A small floating orb of light hovered over head and Aisha had a feeling that the owner of the pub was watching her, technically illegally but privacy was a joke these days.

Aisha focused on the small crystal glass of golden liquid and she instantly knew it was a very fine whiskey not found on this planet. That had to have cost the man a few thousand Rexes, so why was he giving it to her?

Aisha looked at the man and he was surprisingly young with smooth sexy features, a pretty face and his slim body looked amazing in his tight robes denoting he was from the local College. 

Definitely a man that did not belong in the deepest, darkest depths of this planet.

“Are there not Justices at the Colleges? In the Spires? In your own family?” Aisha asked.

The floating orb of light dipped a little lower and if it dared to get much closer then Aisha would happily smash it. What could the owner of the pub do? Call the Justices?

“Of course but I require a more roguish touch for my problem and I know you have a very effective reputation for getting rid of people,” the man said.

Aisha had to admit she loved how her reputation was finally taking shape but she really didn’t want this young man thinking that Justices were dangerous, it was the criminals they hunted that they were the real danger. Then she just smiled because the constant indoctrination that all subjects of the Imperium went through should take care of that.

“Of course, if your target has committed a crime then they will die. That is the law. If they steal a slice of bread, they die. If they assault someone, they die. If they murder someone, they die,” Aisha said.

The young man frowned a little. “My wedding application got denied recently and I want you to fix it,”

Aisha smiled. It was a great effective feature of the Imperium that in order for two people to get married the Rex had to personally approve it and even then they could only get married if it served the Imperium.

A lot of maths, statistics and problem-solving was used to calculate how great the marriage would impact the Imperium and most of the time marriages were accepted. It was important to the fabric of society that the rich only married the rich, doctors only married doctors and the poor only married the poor. It was critical to stop the corrupting influence of the lower classes from ruining the rich people that were actually going to make something of themselves.

Aisha wasn’t always sure she agreed with but it was an interesting idea.

“The Rex made his decision, even a Justice cannot overrule them. What were the stated reasons?” Aisha asked.

“I cannot marry my girlfriend because I am a student and she is a military Commander two years older than me,”  

Aisha nodded. That was strange and it meant that the girlfriend had to come from a military family to get promoted that quickly. But students and military types were always marrying.

Except when one thing was revealed.

“What are you studying in?” Aisha asked.

The man smiled and Aisha smiled too. He was clearly passionate about it, so it had to be something grand like the military, sciences, medicine or a whole host of other brilliant subjects.

“I’m studying game design,” the man said.

Aisha just reached across the table, grabbed the man’s whiskey and downed it in one.

There was nothing kind she could say to the man because game design was useless to helping the Imperium survived so he was a useless man. But it was clear as day that he loved the subject.

And Aisha had always respected passion.

“And I refused to take the propaganda module,” the man said.

Out of instinct Aisha moved her hand down to her waist where her gun was but she stopped her. This young man wasn’t a radical that was a danger to the Imperium. He was just a young man that wanted to marry his girlfriend.

He did not need to die no matter how many of her peers would have killed him for not helping the Imperium indoctrinate young minds through games.

That was actually a crime so technically she had to kill this young man but she wanted to learn more and help him.

And if she found more evidence of his crimes against the Imperium then she would sadly have to kill him.

“I’ve come to you because the personal reference on my marriage application lied about me,” the man said.

Aisha leant forward. Now that was a much more serious crime.

“What’s your name?” Aisha asked as she stood up and downed the rest of her drink in one.

“Joshua Laurie,” he said.

Aisha grabbed him and took him out of the pub. “Well Joshua, take me to this liar and then we will see how he committed the most outrageous crime imaginable. They lied to the Glorious Rex himself,”

Aisha felt so excited as they left the pub because she was finally going to hunt down her criminal.

A criminal that might need the ultimate punishment.
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Aisha was hardly surprised too much when Joshua led her down through the dirty, stinky and toxic narrow streets of the criminal underworld with her fingers tightly on the trigger of her gun.

Then Joshua led her into a very crawl and dirty metal chamber inside an abandoned building. The chamber itself was immense covered with black mouldy walls, puddles of stagnant water covered the floor as did streaks of brown dried blood.

Aisha just smiled as she watched two very attractive middle-aged men clearing up after the fight that had caused the streaks of blood, and judging by the sheer amount of holo-cigars, bullets and broken weapons there must have been a hell of a crowd here tonight.

There were only three social activities in all of the Imperium. There was drinking which Aisha loved, there was watching or taking part in fights or there was gambling. Aisha really didn’t like the last two because she preferred fighting on the streets (illegal to all but Justices) and gambling was just stupid.

But judging by the chamber some people seriously loved watching a good fight.

“This is the man that lied on my application,” Joshua said pointing to one of the two middle-aged men.

Aisha pointed her gun at him and just focused on how disgusting he looked in his dirty cloak, soaked-through boots and blackened teeth. 

“Why the hell did you want this man on your wedding application?” Aisha asked.

“Because I’m his father,” the man said.

Aisha just shook her head. There really was no ending to humanity’s stupidity and it made no sense how this man working in the criminal underworld had managed to get a son into a local College. That should have been impossible.

Aisha made a note to herself to investigate the College tomorrow. There was no telling if Joshua’s criminal family might have started corrupting the rich students of the College.

“Why did you lie dad on my application? I saw it and you said I was unfaithful to my girlfriend and I had donated to pro-Keres charities,” 

Aisha pointed the gun at the son. The Keres were foul alien abominations that wanted to destroy humanity and their way of life. It was an awful crime to help them.

“Relax Lady Justice, he did no such thing,” the father said.

Aisha decided to put her gun away because these two people made no sense and their actions literally went against how the Imperium worked.

“How are you two even related? There are strict laws against poor degenerates going to College. How did you get in?” Aisha asked.

Joshua smiled. “My girlfriend pulled a few strings and got me into college. I rose up through the class quickly and effectively and now I’m on the Student Council,”

As much as Aisha wanted to be annoyed that a poor person had a position of power in the local College, she actually couldn’t be annoyed. The man was clearly intelligent, kind and passionate and of course Aisha would never admit this to her peers but the Imperium needed more people like that.

And so many of the laws were just dumb social laws to control others that it was just so stupid.

Poor people needed to go to College, get educated and help
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